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Four-String Motherfucker 
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CLIFF X JAMES FANFICTION FOR FUELFIREDESIRE 


James was bojangling the fridgenboarders on the rosewood plintefflers on his guitar when he heard a knock at 


the door. 

"Who fucking is fucking it?" shouted the blonde. 

"Hts Cliff", came a voice from behind the door. 

"Fucking come the fuck in, fucker" replied the flaxen-haired man 


"IFs like.locked and shit, dude", came Cliffs reply. 


"Fucking one fucking second, I'll fucking fucking fuck be fucking right the fuck there, motherfuck", said the 


golden sunshine creature that was James Hetfield. 


James leapt up from his bed and headed toward the door, though not before making sure he looked nice in the 
mirror. He popped 23 zits with a broken beer bottle before unlocking the door. 


"Hey, James, have you seen my Rickenbacker?" Cliff said, several joints falling from his mouth as he spoke. "It's 


been missing since tomorrow." 

James searched his thoughts, trying to recall where he'd last seen Cliff's prized bass. Finally, he came to a 
conclusion. "Does it really matter? We don't put you high enough in the mix for it to be fuckin’ audible anyway, 
just play air bass." 


Cliff shrugged in agreement. "Fair enough. Anyway, thanks for the help." He turned to leave, but James grabbed 
him by the shoulder. 


"Wait, Cliff" Cliff turned to face him. Shit, James didn't think he'd get this far and hadn't prepared for this! He 
had to think up something fast if he was gonna get Cliff to come into his bedroom. 


"Do you like weed?" 


Cliff eyed him incredulously for a moment, raising an eyebrow. "| dunno, do you like beer, asshat?" 


"Listen, | got some fuckin’ good stuff from Paco down the street, wanna fuckin’ smoke a bowl?" 
Cliff's eyebrow was now higher than he was. "Paco's a heroin dealer, dude." 
James shook his head. "Look, just, c'mon, it'll be fuckin’ fun" 


Cliff shrugged. "Well, got nothing better to do, Lars is filming a porno in the living room so I'd rather not be 


out there." 
James did a double-take. "Wait, a porno? There's girls out there?" 


Cliff waved his hand dismissively. "Nah, he's just trying to coax Kirk into fucking a Chinese finger trap on film. 
Poor little fucker's crying and shit but Lars promised him a new dollhouse. Anyway, where's the weed?" 


The parsley James found underneath his bed miraculously fooled Cliff and the two had gone through about ten 
joints each of the stuff. 


"So, Cliff." James said as he lit a few candles with the same lighter he'd just lit the parsley with. "How about a 


little fuckin’ mood music?" 


"What the fuck's mood music?" 


"Like, fuckin’, smooth jazz, you know?" James slowly sauntered over to the stereo and turned it on. After 


accidentally blasting Slayer's new single on full volume and shattering his eardrums, he quickly got the smooth 
jazz playing. 

"PRETTY FUCKIN: SEXY, HUH?" he shouted, his ears still ringing. 

"WHO'S FLEXING?" replied Cliff, Tom Araya's off-key shouting seared into his mind. 

After a few more minutes of shouting and mishearing each other's words, their hearing returned to normal as 
they realized that James had assumed they were debating their opinions on overseas outsourcing and its 
affect on American jobs, whilst Cliff thought they were discussing what kind of shoes penguins would wear if 
they felt the need to wear them. 


“Anyway, enough of that," said James as he sipped some wine (which was actually cherry Kool-Aid). "What say 


we film a little fuckin’ porno of our own?" 


James slowly began to slide his hand up Cliffs shirt. Cliff looked at him wide-eyed, but as James’ hand slide 


down toward his pants, he relaxed. 
"Yeah, let's do this, man" 


Cliff touched James’ thigh. With that, James instantly came all over the inside of his pants with a shout of 
OHFUCKYEAHCLIFFORD. 


Cliff eyed him up and down with disgust as James began to mutter apologies, still shaking a little from his 


sudden orgasm. 

"Uh..Y-you can still fuck me if you want." 

Cliff laid down on his back and unzipped his pants as James did the same. James crouched over Cliff and began 
to lower his ass onto Cliff's waiting dick, which lasted for all of two seconds until he slipped and fell directly off 
the bed and head-first into a plate of Cheetos. 

Cliff leaned over the bed to see James’ hair now completely stained with orange dust. "Dude..you look like Dave." 
Cliff helped James up and, with a smirk, said "now you can say you fell off a cliff and survived." 


James chuckled at the pun. "So, wanna keep going, or..°" 


"Oh fuck no," Cliff replied. "I'm not gay, I'd just honestly rather do anything than watch Lars make Kirk cry for 


a homemade porn Its been an hour so they're probably done now, see ya around." 

The major rager on the four-string heartbreaker got up and exited the room. James softly brushed the 
Cheeto dust from his hair and cried softly in defeat, his romantic night having now been horribly ruined. He 
glanced at the phone and, with some hesitation, dialed a familiar number. 

Ring. 

Ring. 

Ring. 

"Hello, McGovney residence." 

"Hey, Ron, you're still gay, right?" 


FIN 


